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HE Words adapted to the Muſic of this 
Opera, that entertain d You in Italy, 


vere written very near You ; at a Place 


vhere my Duty often calls me from o- 
ther Buſineſs; ſo that I may appeal to you, they 


'were in a manner done in Poſt-haſte. You 


know, twas in Emulation to pleaſe one of 
the beſt Judges and Patrons of the Art, that three 


ol the greateſt Compoſers have each ſet an Act of 


it. 1 have endeavour d to make it acceptable to 


a Britiſh Audience: And tho' I may fay, the 


comic Part' is wholly New (and moſt of the more 
ſerious Scenes) I would have alter'd more, had 
it been in my Power, without changing the Di- 
ſpoſition of the Airs, which is ſtill the fame. 
Such as it is, twas not eaſie to give the whole a 
genteel Turn, without changing the Caſt ; to mix 
a little Humor, without being looſe or too low; 
and, in ſhort, to keep Senſe and Sound together. 
So, I hope, it may plead an Excuſe, eſpecially 


with thoſe Judges, who, like you, have not only 


A 2 the 
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the greateſt Capacity to diſtinguiſh Beauties as 
well as Faults, but a generous Diſpoſition to par- 
don what a noble Nature may forgive. Tis ſome- 
thing at leaſt to aim at pleaſing; and to be thus 
ſubſervient to the agreeable Amuſements of the 
Great and the Fair, is perhaps as commendable as 
the Attempts of thoſe, who vill allow you to like 
nothing but what is Grave or Elaborate. Good 
Acting, Language and Poetry may be reconcil'd 
to Muſic; and, at the worſt, tho Opera's be leſs 
natural than Tragedies (which, as moſt are vrit- 
ten and utter d, have not much more of Nature) 
ſute that Loſs may be made up by the Charms of 
Singing, and other Embelliſhments. Tis to be 
with'd indeed that Muſic might be made to the 
Words, and not thus the Words to Muſic; and 
doubtleſs'twill be fo when our Compoſers, as in o- 
ther Arts, out-ſtrip at laſt thoſe they imitate, by a 
Genius peculiat to this Iſle. Mean while, to fit 
Words to a Tune, may ſeem as odd as to fit a 
Horſe to a Saddle, tho ſach a thing may be done 
upon Occaſion, And tho' in having new Words 
to go along vich the Notes, it may be as in dancing 
on the Rope, where there is no going to the Right 
or Left, and one may be unſteady at firſt; yet 
by Practice it may at laſt be done, not vithout 
Gtace, and rais d by the Muſic to a greater 
Height. Forgive che light Compariſons, Sir. 1 
ow'd this only to the ſevere Critics and Splenatic 
Btothers of the Quill, with whom tis _— ro be 
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ſerious. They uſe Legerdemain, yet would ſuffer - 
none but at their own Show. They alarm you, 
as if all the Senſe were = with the Speaking- 
Actors to one Stage, and nothing but Sound left 
to the other; and foretel the Decay of Poetry, 
from the Growth of Muſic; as if that of the Ita- 
lians were as dangerous as their Worſhip: Now 
the Love I have 2 both the Arts might make me 
attempt to demonſtrate the contrary, vere I not 
perſuaded that People of the beſt Senſe, as well as 
the reſt of Mankind, are Admiters of the Harmony 
of Sound, as well as of that of Senſe; and apt to 
ſilence ſometimes the moſt vitty Converſation, to 
encourage a Song, and the more prevailing Charms 
of Muſic. Moſt of the nobleſt Poetry, both ſacred 
and Prophane among the Ancients, and their many 
long Chorus's (if not vhole Dramatic Pieces) were - 
undoubtedly Sung: And ſince, in Vocal Melody, 
both Poetry and Muſic, like Body and Soul, are 
join'd and ſubſiſt together, ſure they will rather 
ſupport than deſtroy one another. However, for 
many Reaſons, I hope Singing will not get the 
better of Speaking upon the Britis Stage. There 
does not ſeem to be fo great Care taken, that the 
Words may not be a Dilgrace to good Muſic, nor 
to have em plainly utter d, underſtood, and pro- 
perly acted with Spirit, as in other Nations. 
I ſaid once, that good Muſic with bad Words, 
is like good Wine with bad Company; and tho 
we may bear with that a while, till we „ 
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lay'd our Thirſt, no Body wou'd endure it long. 
Fine Singing, like a fine Woman, ſhou d have the 
Beauties of the Mind, to engage a laſting Affecti- 
on; for who wou'd for ever converſe with Dulneſs 
or fooliſh Impertinence? What this Opera may 
want, will perhaps be made up by others. It has, 
at leaſt, the Advantage of being more of a Piece, 
and freer from Improprieties than the former : 
And if it makes a better Appearance, it will not 
ove a little to Mr. Dieupart, for his Share in the 
Contrivance of the Entertainments, and his ſup- 
plying what Recitative and other Muſic was ne- 
ceſſary. But, Sir, I begin to fear I may be blam'd 
for detaining You thus, when I have in You fo 
ample and grateful a Subject of Commendation. 
If I were not fully aſſur d Your Modeſty wou'd ſuf- 
fer from the Violence of ſuch an Attempr, in one 
Senſe, as much as Your excellent Qualifications 
wou'd in another, by my Incapacity, I cou'd not 
have forgiven my ſelf the Omiſſion. Yer what 
could I have ſaid, that would not have been infe- 
rior to your Merit? *Tis eaſie to admire, but diffi- 
cult to commend. You are of a Family, where, 
belides the Advantage of the beſt Improvements, 
tis Hereditary to be early Wiſe; the Son, the 
Friend of ſuch a Father, and ſuch a Mother, the 
Admirer, and exact Reſemblance of their exempla- 
ry Virtues. As there never was a more happy nor 
more accompliſh'd Pair, all You can reaſonably 
hope for in this World, can be but a _— 
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of Their Bleflings. . This, I know, You muſt allow 


me to ſay, ſince thus alone, in praiſing what eve- 
ry Body muſt praiſe, I find a way not to diſpleaſe 
You. I will only add, that the Favors of the 
Great, and my good Fortune, have made me ſo eaſie 
as to decline being a Rent- Charge to the Gene- 
rous, by the way of Addreſſes of this Nature: Iam 
however proud of This, ſince I have the Happi- 
neſs to ſhow in You a young Patron above Praiſe; 
and, if I may ſay it, in me, a Pretender to Poetry 
above the Deſign of moſt Dedicators. My only 
Intention being, to be eſteem d, with the greateſt 
Sincerity and Reſpect, | | 


STR, 
Tour moſt Flumble, and 


moſt Obedient Servam, 


P. Motteux. 


The Perſons Repreſented. 


iſo, an Italian W inclin'd too Signior Palentins , * 
Roving, courts Liciſca, having been ho ſings in Ita- 
- lighted by J f lian. 


Mindo, a Shepherd, ill- u' d by: Liriſtay Signiora Margarita 
and till in * with her, tho hep 
- courts Eur 10a, - * 1 


Neralbo, a merry, amorous Sh herd, 
in Love with Serperts, PP Fate . 


WO ME N. 


Liciſca, a fickle Shepherdeſs, loves Olin- — 
do, and countenances Liſo, | 5 * 7725. 


Errilla, in Love with Liſe, ha conſtant, 1 . 
| tho' neglected, fe Þ Tlie Baroneſs. 


1 


Ferpetta, an innocent Sh herdeſs, who 
would, but fears to — | — Mes. Lindſe mw 


The SCENE Arcadia 
The Time of Action three Hours. 
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Love's Triumph. 


OPERA. 


ACT I SCENE IL 


{ 


—_—. 


— 


The SCENE is a Grove with a Green, and a 
| Village at a Diſtance. 


Eurilla ic diſcover d in a Melancholic Poſture on a 
green Bank. 


AI 
Eur. g* my Sorrow, rural Pleaſure ! 


You torment me in Deſpair. 
Doleful Leiture ! 
Barren Mountains! 
Lonely Groves and weeping Fountains 
eed my Anguiſh, 
While I languiſh! 
Love and Liſo clum my Care. 
Spare my Sorrow, rural Pleaſure! 
You torment me in Deſpair. 


* 


Liſo, my wandring Lover, 
Still chains me, tho' a 2 2 


N * 
2 ULove Triumph. 
The charming Stranger gains 
The Prize from all our Swains. 
Still liſt'ning to his Song, 
We learn his ſofter Tongue. 
But oh! in vain I ſtrive 
His Paſſion to revive; 
Falſe Charms detain my Treaſure, 
And, loving, I deſpair. 
Spare my Sorrow, rural Pleaſure ! 
Love and Liſo claim my Care. 


Enter Neralbo /iping, and in a manner dancin 
without obſerving Eurilla. 22 


AIR. 
Ner.F ET's laugh, and dance, and play, 
L Dull . defying: OM 
No Swain, that's bold and gay, 

Can fear denying. | net 
When Shepherds whine and pray, 

The Nymph is flying; 
How ſhould they get the Day 

Who're always dying. 

Eur. Neralbo! Neralbo ! | 

Ner. Let's laugh, and dance, and play 

Eur. Neralbo, hear me ! 

Ner. Dull Care defying. 

Eur. Neralbo | 

Ner. Would you but hold your Tongue, 
I might ſing out my Song. | | 

Eur. Do you know where is Liſs ? 

Ner. I keep my Dog and Sheep 
But him I do not keep. 

Eur. Why thus d' you anſwer, Shepherd? 

Ner. Nymph, if you want the Foreign Swain, 
Yonder's his Cottage on the Plain —— _ 
Go-—Tho' I'm ſure you'll go in yain. [ Aſide. 
B.. Tho Paſſion's preſling, 
A Virgin's Honour bars her from Addreſſing. 


AIX. 


2 un ! 


AIR. 
Ner. o like the reſt, 
Do like the beſt, 
A Lover's Heart to ſtrike. 
They leer 5 
They ſneer, 
They Dreſs, 
Careſs, 
And wheadle, where they like. 
Eur. Hard to a modeſt Mind the Task muſt prove, 
Yer e to deſponding Love. 
Heart in Pity cheer, 
wy Pow'rs, to charm him! 
My cold Deſpair 
Will never, never warm him. 
AIX. 
B E gay, my Eyes! Regain a Heart with Smiles! 
Try ev'ry Art 17 pleaſes and beguiles ! 


— 


But ay in vain, I gy 
My Looks my Aim deſtroy; 
How hard's the Trial, 
In Love's Denial, 
To give Deſpair the Face of Joy * » [Exit Eurilla. 
er. Ah! poor Eurilla She for Liſo mourns. 
The wand'ring Swain for falſe Liciſca burns; 
That vain Liciſca, who, the great one's way, 
_—_— 1 the Game, then flights the Prey. 
A 
Ire a plain Laſs, 
Clean her Looks, ſweet her F. ace, 
Eaſie, in wooing, 
Safe in purſuing. 
Well not, like our Betters, of Flames keep a * 
Stand vowing, | 
And bowing, 
And cooing, 
And ſuing, 


And neyer be doing; 
But, as warm in our Love, well ne'er baulk one another. 


She comes My little Heart does skip and bound, 


Juſt like our Flock, when a freſh Paſture's found. 
| 2 -- Enter 


4 


Lowe's Triumph 
Enter Serpetta, with a Bastet of Flowers. 


AIX. 
Ser. SWeet Lillies, and Roſes, 
Pm chuſing for Poſies. 
More Thorns we diſcover 
In chuſing a Lover. 
Ner. Our Eyes, and our Noſes, 


_ Chuſe Lillies, and Roſes. 


To pleaſe you all over, 
Chuſe Love and a Lover. — 
Serpetta, ſtay. 
Kr. No, no; I muſt leave you, 
I cannot believe you. 
Ner. D' you think, my Dear, I would deceive you? 
Ser. Indeed I would, but can't believe you. 
Ner. To pleaſe you all over, 
Take Love and a Lover, 
Ser. My Mother told me, that you Men 
Speak not one Word of Truth in ten. 
I'm ſimple; yet I know full well, 
Since you're no Woman, you can't tell. 
Ner. Believe me, and try; 
I ncer told a Lie. 
Ser. There's railing, 
And wailing, 
All Day, .. we're wed. 
Ner. Tho' we wrangle, 
And J n le, 
All's made up abed. 
Duo, or two Part Song. 
Y Dear, let us wed! 
I'M venture my Head 
Tis time you were iped. 
Ker. My Friends bid me tarry, 
You Men do ſo vary; 
E would but | dread. 
Nur. 80 pretty, ſo airy, 
Say, are you not weary 


Of living a Maid? 


Ser. 


Lover * 


Ser. Tho“ I am but ſilly, 
D' you think I will tell nw” 
o, no; I'm afraid. 
Ner. My Dear one 
4 You'd jecr one. 
er. Relieve me. =O | 
Ser. Oh leave me. [Together 
No, no, I'm afraid. * © | 
Ner. My Dear, let us wed, Ge. | 
Ser. I would, oh! I would, but I dread, 


* 


[Exit Scrpetta and Neralbo. 


Enter Liſo. 
AIR. 


Liſo. A Secret Joy I ſhare, 
Tho' * from my Fair, 
Her Sight deſiring. 
Too happy, near my Treaſure, 
Pain'd with Exceſs of Pleaſure, 
I'm expi 
Sena ron ng 
Non trova un di ſeren 
La mia pupilla. 
E Solo di queſt alma 
Chiamar ſi puo la calma 
Piu tranquilla. 
Birer Olindo. 


Eurilla's Coyneſs help'd Liciſca's Art, 
To inſnare my wav'ring Heart; 
Tho' without Love or Truth, che Female Rover 
Promiſes Truth and Love to ev ry Lover. 
Siamo del pari traditi, amico Olinds 
Ligiſta, che non ha ne fe, ne amore, 
Promette amore e fede à mille amanti. 
Olin. Her Falſhood and Diſdain, 
At laſt have broke my Chain. 
A nobler Paſſion 


Has conquer'd Inclination—— 


Tou 
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' You leave a Nymph, whom flow to Love you find: 
Would you be conſtant to the changing Wind? 
Liſo. Charm'd by the fair Deceyyer, 
I cannot leave her. 
Tu mi parli da Saggio, e non da amante. 
AIX. 8 | 
Y fatal Charmer 
= Chains me before her. 
Could true Love warm her, 
Gods might adore her. 
E una Tirama 
Jl mio Teſoro. 
Sd che m'inganna ; 
Ma pur PF adore. 
Olin. Tho coy my Charmer, 
I'm chain'd before her. 
No Love can warm her; 


Yet I adore her. | h 
Enter Liciſca. 


Lic. Shepherds, the Gods preſerve ye! 
Olin. From falſe Liciſca's Looks, and fatal Pow'r! 
Lic. Alas! poor Shepherd! are you ſtill afraid! 
Am I ſome Aſp, or Monfter ? ne | 
Liſo. Wondrous your Beauty, killing are your Darts; 
The Love, Delight, and Torment of our Hearts. 
Moſtro ſei di Bellezza, Aſpe d amore, ” 
Dolce conforto, e pena del mio core. 
Olin. Freed from th' alluring Danger, 
I dread it now for thee, too eaſie Stranger. 
Lic. Believe a baffled Swain, 
| You'll never gain 
What he has try'd in vain. 
Follow me, my dear Liſo. 
Liſo. Olindo, adieu! 
Olindo, Adio. 
Lic. indy, kind Treaſ 
Lic. E Indly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, 
K — wary oy ever = | 
But let Love till prove a Pleaſure, 
5 Let the Paſſion know no Meaſure 


vet 


Vet no jealous Care alarm. 
Kindly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, „ 
Ever love me, ever charm. [ Ex. Liciſca and Liſo. 
Olin. Advice is loſt on Lovers: 
Reaſon's vain. 
Our Ills it diſcovers; 
But ne'er ends our Pain. 
While we others ridicule, | 
We in our Turns all play the Fool, — 
Ev'n I, Liciſca ſcorning, 
Feel ſometimes Love returning; 
Tho' for another burning 
Eurilla comes Oh! Love! by her retrieve me! 
Let fickle Liſo gain my perjur d Fair 
To his ſlighted Treaſure leave me, 
And of two Wretches make a happy Pair. —— 
Enter Eurilla. 
Eur. Ah! Liſo, muſt I loſe thee? [ Afide. 
My Pride, to try thee, might refuſe thee; 
But my Heart did ever chuſe thee: 
And what true Lover, 
For a Denial would give over ? | | 
Olin. She grieves! Let me gently chear, 5 [ Aſide. 
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And tune to Peace, the mournful Fair. 
Peace and Joy to Love prepare. 
AIX. 
Yours and Charming, [To Eur. 
Hearts alarming, : 
Say, why lament you ? 
What can torment you, 
Now tis ſtrange! 
When a Lover 
Proves a Rover, 
_ Give him over. 
He relieves you, 
When he leaves you 
Room for Change. . 
Enter . 
Eur. Too late, Olindo, you adviſe: 1 
Love's evn a Folly in the Wile, 8 


8 Loe Triumph. 


All foreign Aid, like Reaſon, fails, 
When there's a Foe within prevails. 
Ser. Away with Grief! To help you to recover, 
£4. as Menalcas once advis'd a Lover. [To Eur. 

. 8 | 
LIVE way to Pleaſure! - 
Soon *twill revive you. 
Love of that "Treaſure 
Should ne er deprive you. 
All Day dance and play, 
Till Care flics away. 
Kind Mirth prevailing, 
No Loſs bewailing, 
No Love ſhall harm you, 
No Flame alarm you. 
What burns the Moutntul, but warms the Gay. 
Olin. The Counſel's good; yet, charming Creature, 
*T will be ſweeter | | 
To crown my Loye, and let a faithful Swain 
Eaſe his Torment, and your Pain. 
Eur. Alas! I love, and 'tis in vain. 
Ser. Will you talk of Love again? 
Olin. While I prize you, 
Liſo flies you. 
Eur. Alas! I love, and tis in vain. 
Duo, or two Part Song. 
Eur. iM | loye: No longer try me! 
I | Olin. You I love: No —_ fly me! 
Eur. He alone commands my Hearr. 
Olin You alone command my Heart. 
Eaſe my Anguilh ! | 
Eur. Pleas'd, I languiſh. 
Olin. Neer deny me. 
Eur. Love does tie me. 
Olin. Bleſs a Lover! 
Eur. Oh = over! 
Olin. Mingle Pleaſure with the Smart! 
Eur. T here's a Pleaſure in the Smart. [ Ex. Olin. 
Ser, Mell, let him go; and yet tis Pity 
To flight a Swain ſo kind, and pretty. 


Juſt 
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Juſt ſo you ſery'd the foreign Swain; 
And now for him you ſigh in vain. _ 
Eur, Hurtful Caution! guiltleſs Fault! 
Needful Danger! forced Denial! 
Fatal Trial! 
Racking, and upbraiding Thought | 
„ 
Harmer, why do you fly me, 
Vet nder my Heart reſtore? 
So ſoon is Loye no more? 
Oh! you in yain deny me. 
' Your cold Difdain may try me, 
But Love ſhall ſtill employ me, 
And dying, ÞIl adore. 


Enter Liſo and Liciſca. 


Dao, or two Part Song. 


Lic. OW great is the Bleſſing! 
| Liſo. O Joy paſt expreſling ! 


Exeunt. 


* 
* 


Both. My Charmer is loving; my Charmer is kind, 


Lic. Why ſigh you? 
Liſo. ] languiſh. | 
Lic. What Anguiſh? 


Liſo. Fond Lovers ſtill langu iſn till join'd. 


Lic. O giorno beats! 
Liſo. Momento felice ! 
Se ſtringer mi lice 
L' amato mio ben. 


Pray Note, That throufhout the Opera what is mark d thus © with double 


Comma's in the Margent is left our. 
Lic. © Olindo to regain, 


« T've ſooth d and caught the roving Swain. 


Now [I'll be coy again. 

Lic. to Liſs. But what will Eurilla ſay, 
And ev'ry Nymph and Swain * 
On our Arcadian Plain, h 
Should we thus our ſelves betray ? 

Oh! the Thought I dread, I hate: 
Loet me ſcape, cer 'tis too late. 


C 


Aſedes 


Lifo. 
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Liſo. Oh! my Treaſure, no . 
If you leave me, ſee me dying. 


O mio Teſoro, 


Je m ' abandonni, 10 moro. 


IX. 
Lie. Db ARE not, oh dare not talk of Lover 
The Name offends me. 
Then hide it, or wiſely remove. 
Tho' my Heart ſhould approve, 
My Pride defends me. I 
Liſo. « Loſt in Wonder, "7 
« Stunn'd with Thunder; . 
“ un I believe, 
« In ſpight of Vows, you'll Liſo leave! "3p = 
AIR. 1 
Lic. O not, oh] do not talk of Vows, 42 
« Preſuming Lover! | 2. 
6 Tis Folly—my Anger you rouſe: 1 
« Reaſon a Change allows 
„When Love is over. 
Liſe. Fair Deluſion! fickle Mind! 
You're moſt cruel, when you're kind. 
When | with early Harveſt feaſt my Eyes, 
Wild for the golden Joy, 
Smiling, like Light'ning, you ſurpriſe 5 
And {mile but to deſtroy. 
Era pur meglio, inflabile Liciſca, 
Laſtiarmi nel dolor, che un ſol momento 
Farmi gioir, perche riſenti poi, „ 
Con doppia doglia, i tradimenti tuoi. 
| Enter Neralbo. 
Ner. Liſo, Eurilla ſends me 
Li ſo. Imprudent Shepherd, 
Say no more, or you'll repent it. 
Ardito Servo, 
Chiudi il labro, d Puccido. 
Ner. Is Liſo mad, Liciſca ? 
Lic. Oh! this is pleaſant! Go on, Neralbo. 
Tell us what wants Eurilla? 
Ner. Eurillia 


Life. 
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Liſo. Swain, give over [To Neralbo. 
Hear, my Charmer, hear yout Lover. [To Lic. 
Mio conforto, ; | 
Damm; aita, d con morto. 

. Ner. I'd tell it; but I can't. 

5 What _ 2 want? 

er. What Liſo ſoon ma nt. 

Lic. Go on. 4 , 6h 

Ner. A word or two with Liſo. 
Lic. Go, Shepherd! ſee the Fair! 

None more deſerves your Care. | 
Liſo. Ah! my Liciſca, when ſo well I love you, 
* ſhould I leave you now, would it not move you? 
on ho fi poco amor perte, Ligiſca, 

Che mi laſci partir ſenza cordoglio. 
Lic. You think me jealous ſure. 
Go, Liſo, you're ſecure. 
AIR. 
JO, Shepherd! you're a Rover. 
This needleſs Art give over. 
Deny your Heart no more; 
Nor hide your Paſſion, 
The prudent Fair and Lover, 
Each other's Slips diſcover, 
Yet love on as before; | 
'Tis now the Faſhion. [Exit Liciſca 
Ner. Now ſure you'll let me go. | 
Liſo. No. oo 
Ner. Pm gone. 
Liſo. Pernicious Meſſenger 
Perfido Meſſag giero. | 
Ner. What have I done? 
Liſo. By thy preſuming Tongue, 
The greateſt Wrong, 95 
„ tormento mio cag ion tu ſei. 
. Ner. _— * 
Liſo. What? again ! 
Che vuoi dir ? oy” 
Ner. I ſay no more. 
T.iſo. Go, tell her, when her Pride and Coldneſs drove 
From her my neglected Love, C-2 - "0 


_ * 
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There was a Time: But tis too late; 


a oer Trip, 
Tis poor, to envy the Delights 

To which a kinder Nymph invites. 
What ſhe, refuſing, did reſtore, 

Is giv'n away, and mine no more. 


Nor can I think tis Love, but Hate. 
To eale us both then, ſay, I ſwore, 
If &er I ſee Eurilla more, | 
She this ill Uſage muſt repair; 
And make Liciſca eaſe my Care. 
AK | 
8 WE ET and Gay, 
Like roſie May, 
Is the Fair; | 
And yet her Charms may know a cloudy Day. 
But why ſhould I deſpair? 
Her Smiles will Joy reſtore : 
And, when the Heay'ns are clear, 
Shine Brighter than before. [Exit Liſo. 
Oadimmi ! 
In queſto punto, ad Eurilla dira 
CH un vero affetto | 
Mi contraſts le gioie al ſuo diletto. 
Dirai che amo Zeiſea e che gran prova 
Sarehbe del ſus amor ſe a prò del mio 
Uſaſſe gn“ arte, e di Liciſta il core 
Inſpiraſſe per Liſe, e fede, e amore. 
A crudel che mi fer. 
| | For ſe I di, ; 
Forſe chi a, 
Fedel mi ſanera. 
YVoelio Sperar, ch' Amor 
Tenor cangtar Vvorra. 
Ne ſempre del mio cor 
Tiranno eſſer potra. 


Ner. He's mad, or deep in Loye—'Tis all a Caſe 8 


Or poor Eurilla he'd not ſo diſgracg, 

Nor bid her court her Rival in his Place. 

III tell her tho'; for ſure | 

This may her Paſſion cure. 8 

6 FRE She 
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She woo Liciſca for him! Can it be? | 
Unleſs ſhe's as mad as he. 
But Serpetta's coming hither, —— 
I fear Pm as mad as either. 
Enter Serpetta. 
Ner. Heav'n the fair Serperta bleſs! 
Ser. Kind Neralbs, you no leſs. 
Ner. For that, your Hand is all I want. 
Ser. Hold; *tis what I dare not grant. 
A Shepherd ſwore 
As much before; 
Then he wanted ſomething more. 
P.. I Wy . 
er. more Trial, 
N Nor Denial; 
Be more kind, 
And tell your Mind. 
So CT oſt, | e 
So toſt, 
I'm ſad, 
Pm mad 3 
Be more kind, and tell your Mind. 
No more then hide your good Nature, 
Thou: dear Creature | 
—_ dae, Love nor Hunger! 
Both grow ſtronger, when we're vounger; 
But Fall, and pall 2 FOO 
If long we faſt. | | 
No more Trial! Be more kind, and tell your Mind. 
Ser. I'm aſham d; Thus do not ply me. 
Ner. Why do you turn? Thus do not fly me. 


Kr. I am told, I ſtill ſhould fly him, [ Aſide. 
And deny him: 
But, I vow, 

I can't tell how. 

AIR. | 


Y poor Heart ſays, dally, dally, - 
M ir alt?” 2 * 


Prethee, Shepherd, ask no more. 
Lone Day may love you well: 
I cannot te 


14 Love Triumph. 
I have never loy'd before; 
Prethee Shepherd ask no more. 
Ner. Oh! I muſt 
Ser. Oh! pray forbear! ; 1 
Ner. Who can forbcar? | | 
Ser. See the Nymphs and Swains appear.— [To him. 
I grew weaker; he grew ſtronger; [ Aſide. 
Oh! *tis well they ftay'd no longer. | 


Enter Liciſca, attended by nan Hepberds and Shep- 

herdeſſes, who advance, and place themſelves on both 

 ftdes the Stage; the Mujic playing a March all the 
while. 


Lic. Shining Days, and cooling Gales, 
Flow'ry Plains, and fruitful Valcs, 
Leaſie Shades; 
Groves and Glades, 
Prattling Ecchoes, Verdant Hills, 
Warbling Birds, and murm ring Rills; 
Bleeting Flocks, and ſpringing Joy, 
Here the Nymphs and Swains employ. 
AIR. | 
HO to conquer, proud Love is preparing, 
Still be daring! 
Defie him! 
Never fly him! 
He purſues you, the more you're retiring : 
But retires, when Reaſon does arm you: 
When with Pride and with Art *tis conſpiring, 
W hat can harm you, . 
Tho' Love ſhould alarm you? 


A Shepherdeſs Sings. 
AY, kind, and airy. 
Sweet is a Lover. 
Sweet is a Lover, 
Gay, kind, and airy: 
But when we marry, 


Too ſoon we vary, 
| Courting, 
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Courting, | | 

And ſporting, | 
Are over. F272 


The Chorus of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes repeat the 


Song. 
A DANCE. 
Duo, or two Part Song. 
Her. Lest with Freedom, Peace, and Leiſure, 
What is ſweeter than our Pleaſure? 

What 1s ſweeter ? 

Ner. Love will ſhow you, 
Love will ſhow you, deareſt Creature, 
Love will ſhow you what is ſweeter. 


A DANCE. 
A Shepherdefs. M OW is the time for ſporting; 
N Be here no Loye, = 
No formal Courting! | 
Here gaily time employing, 
We none to Sorrow ſpare, 
Each Hour <njoying: 
Now is the time for ſporting ! 
Be here no Love, no Care, 
No formal Courting ! 


The Chorus of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes repeat 
the Song, while ſome others dance to the ſame 
Tuxe. FED Excunt. 


The End of the Firſt ACT, 


Ar 


Loet Triumph. 
ACT IE 


"The SCENE is a Grove. 


Enter Liciſca. 
41 © 
Lic. F Anton Rovers, Winds now ſporting, 
Ev'ry Leaf and Flow'r you're courting ! 
Taught by you, let me be ranging! 
What ſo ſweet as ever changing. | 
Enter Lilo and Eurilla. | 
Lifoto Eur. Bright Nymph,alone your Coyneſs blame. 
What you retus'd, oh! ceaſe to claim; 
But fee, Liciſca! | [pying Lieciſea.] I retire [ Going. 
Ecco Liciſca. : "of ; 
Eur. Oh! rather let me here expire 
Liſo to her.] I dare not ſtay— 
At leaſt Ill not be ſeen. Fo | [Apart. 
Non poſſo piu tardar. 


[ Life witharaws to the ſide of the Stage. 


Eur. He's gone Beat gently, jealous Heart! 
Once let me act a double Part; b 


Try if to Liſo ſhell be kind, 
And ſeck for what I dread to find. 
 Lic.\[ aſide.] Eurilla, here | 
Pll pleaſe my felf, unſeen, with her Deſpair. 
AIR. 
Eur. advancing. IN my Breaſt what Piſorder ſo rages 
Now fearing | | 
Now daring, 
My Heart I betray. 
Love it ſelf againſt Love now engages. 
Yer there's ſomething my Torment aſlwages : 
* Tis a Pleaſure in Love to obey. 
Lic. ¶ to her.] Dear Eurilla, once be kind! 
Say what Thought employs your Mind! 
Eur. Oh! Liciſca, I would ſay it; 
But you'll chide, if I betray it. 


Lic. Let 
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Lic. Let your Fear be at an End; 

When I chide, tis like a Friend. 
Eur. Liſo loves you. | 
Lic, I know it. [With a ſtornful Smile. 
Eur. Sure ſo admir'd a Swain 

Can never love in vain! 

Lic. I like his Dreſs and Air. 

He pleaſes, - when he's near. 


| 


Liſo. O happy Fortune! | Apart. 
lie Felice! * 0 

Eur. Liſo— 

Lic. Say on! J 

Eur. I'm loſt ! T Afede. 


Lic. What of him ? 

Eur. You like him 

Liſo. What will ſhe ſay? | Afrde. 
Che mai dira ? 

Eur. Will you not then crown his Love? 

Lic. Hold, jealous Nymph, too far you move. 


AIR 
TD Emember, 
Diſſembler, 
Lou . __ too late! 
om l not ms c_ 
Should you eft deſpairing, 
How ſad will be your Fate. 
Remember, Diſſembler, 


You may repent too late. [ Exit Liciſca. 
Eur. Oh Love! the er when you're croſt, 
Why never truly known 'till loſt ! [ Afide. 


 Lifo. ſadvancing. ] Slighted once, now loy'd, I grieve. 
Alas! I've only Thanks to give. | | 

Eur. Ah! Shepherd, could you know 
Who belt does love you, 
True Flames alone would move you. 

Why would you go 
For one unkind Denial? 
Paſſion ſhould ſtronger grow 
By ſuch a Trial. 
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How humbly you addreſt me 

How fondly you careſt me! 

You figh'd, you yow'd, you preſt me; 
And fwore, would I approve, 
You'd ever, ever love _ 

You turn youre ſilent Cruel Fate! 
Am I then your Scorn, or Hate! 

Hate is Death—oh! ſoon declare it! 
Scorn is worſe—no Heart can bear it. 
AIR. 3 

Li ſo. H are you kind too late? 
W My Heatt is mine no more. 
Why was it not my Fate 
To warm your Breaft before? 
Again I might adore. 
Why are you kind too late? | 
My Heart 1s mine no more. [ Exit Liſo. 
Avurei di let pieta, 
Se non chiedeſſe amor. 
Ma non s crudelta, 
Quando che niega un cor, 
Donar quel che non ha. 
Se non chiedeſſe amor, 
Awvrei di lei pietd. 
Eur. He's gone !—he's loſt ! for ever fled! 
Reaſon, Pride, or Rage retrieve me ! 
Love, oh / leave me / 


Why d you live, when Hope is dead 


| Enter Serpetta, 
Ser. Eurilla grieving /—Mournful Fair, 
Let me ſtrive your Heart to cheer. - 
Eur. Oh! leave me, leave me 
You but grieve me. 
AIR. 
O H Love, now Hope's: no more, 
Ceaſe to torment me. 
Death, or Madneſs, I implaxe. 
Fate will ne'er my Eaſe reftore, 
Nor Life content me. 
Oh Love, now Hope's no more, 
Ceaſe to torment me. LExit Eurilla. 
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Ser, And is this the end of wooing ! 

Leering, bowing, 

Swearing, vowing. 

Dying, lying, ſueing, cooing, 

Long purſuing, and undoing / 
Rather than III fo be curſt, 
Il——PI-—PH conſider firſt. 

AIR. | | 
F ever tis my Fortune 
To play the Fool, and love, 
I'll have no idle Courting; 
But fooling on, and ſporting 
'T'll ev'ry Hour improve. Exit Serpetta. 
Enter Liciſca. 
Lic. Tho' new Adorers ſwell our Train, 
We hate to loſe the meaneſt Swain. 
So, tho? I pleas'd my Pride a- while 
With fond Oliudo's Pain, 
*T will now be ſweeter, with a Smile, 
My Rebel to regain. 


He comes 
Enter Olindo. 
Lic. Indeed, Olindo, I muſt chide you. 
Perhaps too long I try'd you. i 
But ſhould you, tho' unkind I proy'd, 


II- uſe the Woman once you loy'd? i 
Olin. Vain truſting Heart, would you believe her? 


Rather deceive the fair Decciver. LAſide. 
AIX. | 
Orm'd to charm, lovely all over, [To her. 
You wound a Lover 
In ev'ry Part. ; 


But we recover, 
When we diſcover 
There is a Rover 
Within your Heart. 
Luc. Dull Swain, what Lightneſs you miſ-calt 
Is Prudence in a gay Diſguiſe, | 
Since ſo ſoon Deſire does pall, 
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A wanton Air allures you all; 


To try your Minds is to be wiſe. 
AIX. Soros 
H W inviting, how ſmiting a Roſe is, 
When her Charms in the Bloom ſhe diſcloſes ! 

So a Woman, till changing her State. 
But when Man of the 'treafure diſpoſes 
All her Sweets with her Freedom lhe loſes. | 
In Confinement how ſad is our Fate! ¶ Lic. is goin 

Olin. | To her.] Stay, Charmer, Stay But oh what 


am I doing! 
How ſhall I ſcape the ſmiling Ruin] Aſide. 
B35 © MY 4 


HALL I hear you? 
shall. I fear you? 
Still my divided Heart ſays, no. 
Tho” now you're ſmiling, 
Soon diſdaining, 
You're beguiling, 
We complaining, 
Pain'd alike, if we ſtay or go. 
Lic. He's mine ! The Rebel's mine again, [ Aſide. 


What eaſie truſting Fools are Men! 


But let me feign 
Swain, now you'll find [To him: 
Tm truly kind. | 
Olin. Will you, will you then be kind? 0 
Lic. Take my Hand! I will- preſs your Eurilla to 
Olin. I'm fool'd again. (relieve you? 


But Il feign. 


Enter Liſo, who ſtops, ſeeing 1 and Olindo hand 
in hand. 
Liſo. Olindo falle to me ! Liciſca falſen [ Aſide... 
Olindo traditor ! —_ infida . 24 
Duo, or two Part Song. 
Olin Harmer, beguile no more. 
Shall I believe you? . 
Lic. Believe me, I'll no more deceiye you. 
Olin. With Love amus'd before, 
Fl be beguil'd no more. 


„5A. 


Love: Triumph. 


Lic. Kind Fate will relieye you, 
Love ſtill has Joys in ſtore. [Exeunt. 
Liſo. | advancing.) If thus you treat a tender Heart, 
Oh point your fatal Dart, ; 
Tyrant Love, 
At the wild Tenants of the Grove. 5 
Scarce by Eurilla's chilling Coldneſs cur'd, 
Then by Liciſca's tempting Smiles allur'd, 
When my firſt Charmer would my Heart retrieve, 
I left the condeſcending Fair; 
Cruel to my ſelf and her; 
Aſham d my kinder ſecond Choice to leaye : 
Now too late my, Fault I view, | 
Self-condemn'd, and puniſh'd too. 


AIR. 
8 ev'ry Creature 
| Loves free by Nature, . 
Why to a Feature 
Is Man a Slave? 
Why vainly trying 
Proud Beauty flying, 
The more denying, 
The more we crave? | Exit. 
Se di un amante fido il premio & queſto, 
Vogli ] arco funeſto, 
Tiranno Amor, a ſaetar le fiere. . 
Ma ſe tanto ſevere 
Sono le tue ritorte 
Che minacciano morte, 
In adio anche alle Belue, 
Abandonar ti converrd le ſelve.. 


A M A felice la pecorella, 
Per ſolo' inſtinto, 
Non per amor. 
Ma languirebbe del part anch ella, 
Se in Lacci auvinto | 5 
Portaſſe il cor. [Exit Liſo. 


Enter 
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Enter Serpetta, follow'd by Neralbo. 
Ner. Prethee hear me. : 
Ser. None but Fools would truſt you Men. 
Ner. Hear me * 
Ser. Don't ſtand leering then. 
Ner. Say, my Joy, 
Why ſo coy ? 
Ser. I am not coy. 
Ner. Then be kind. 
Ser. I won't be kind. 
Pye a Mind | 
To be neither coy nor kind. | 
Ner. Would you kill me! here I ſwear — 
der, Oh forbear, 
Don't forſwear 
Ner. I'll for ever love my Dear. 
Ser. Don't provoke mehere I yow———— 
I won't——lI won't tell you now —— 
There's poor Eurilla, Liſo's Love ſhe had. 
See what's come on't! he ſlights her—ſhe's run mad. 
Ner. That's her Fault. Why did ſhe ſlight him, 
Till another did invite him? 
Take heed! ſhould I another woo, 
- I ſhall have you do ſo too. 
Ser. Meagre Face, | 
Void of Grace, 
Pray, who would run mad for you ? 
A IR. 
IN vain you keep a Pother | 
1 Neer ſwear you Joye no other! 
You'll ne'er beguile me more. 
My Heart once told me, try him. 
My Fear now tells me, fly him; | 
And wiſely I give Oer. [Exit Serpetta. 
Ner. Could the Gipſie ſerve me ſo? 
Could ſhe leave me? Could the go? 
Fil o'ertake her, rail, and then 


Play the Fool, and love again. 
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AIR. 
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WB O could think we loving Noddies 
Y Would turn Woman to a Goddeſs, 


AIR. 


Fall before her, 
And adore her, 
And purſue her up and down! 
Vet, enſlaving Minds and Bodies, 
For the Toy, 
Falſe, or coy, 
We hang, or drawn, 
Euter Liſo. 
AIR. 2 


Liſo. F OVE, oh ſpare me! 
L Now kindly cheer me 
Grief attending, 
Tho? offending, 
I Aid implore. 
Do not try to be tormenting! 
Still lamenting, 


And repenting, 
I can ne'er be — more. 


Eurilla, injur'd Fair, 


Now I true Love by falſe compare, 


How I prize thee! 
How, Liciſca, I deſpiſe thee! 
I for Eurilla now would live. 
But can I hope ſhe will receive me? 
I can ne'er my ſelf forgive. | 
Can I hope ſhe will forgive me? 
NO piu gnerra, alato Dio. 
4 Il cuor mio 

Chiede pace, e vuol pietd. 
Pur ſe vuoi darmi tormento, 
Solo baſta il pentimento 

D' una ingiuſta infedeltd. 


Eurilla, a te mi porto, 
Dell error mio pentito. . 
Che Liciſca infedel, 


Exit Neralbo. 


Lover Triunpbh. 


Con havermi tradito, _ : 


Mi rende il primo amore; « 
E vuol che torni al fſuo bel centro il core. 
Enter Eurilla in Di ſorder, as diſtrafted, deck d with * 
; e Liſo farts, unſeen by her. | 
A ; | 


Were he nigh me, 
'd warm his Hearr. 
Love would move him with innocent Art. 
Grief and Pity kind Love would impart. 
Dear Dcluſion, ſtill deceive me. 
Like my Reaſon, Life may leave me; 
Love and I will neyer part. 


[She farts, ſpying Liſo. 


Eur. Wees my Rover? Can he fly me? 
I 


Ha! he's by me. 
Liſo. Amazement! 


Che ſento! 


Eur. Liſo, * Charon ferry'd over! 
Fold, perjur'd Lover! e 
Th avenging Furies I diſcover. 
Ah, L:/o! to theſe Shades has Fate now ſent thee, 
More to torment me? 
Liſo. Alas! ſhe is delirious. 
Ah che delira Eurilla ! 
Eur. Fly, my Treaſure, 
Fly to. your upper World again 
Tempt not our Hygian Plain. 
Danger's near you. 
Cerberus will tear you. 


Hear him — Ah me! how's he growhng?! 


Hark! how he's howling ! 


The wakeful Fiends alarming ! 
Ha! now they all arc arming. 

Ye Pow'rs, your Aid I'm craving. 
How ſhall I ſave him! 

The Fiends are raving. 

Ah me! I no Help diſcover. 


Lil Furies! give over 


Spare me, ſpare my Lover. 
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Liſo. How ſhe wounds me, | 
And confounds me! 
Mi [coppia il cor nel petto. 
Eur. Fear not! The Danger's over. 
Liſo. Oh! Torment! 

Che pena, | | 
Eur. Give me your Hand, | 
Liſo. With yours, and Pardon, bleſs [ Kneeling. 

Your Fond repenting Lover! | 

If fer — 

E con la deſtra ancora, 

Concedimi il perdono. 

Se 914 
Eur. Hold! Hope and I are dead. Why would you 

move me? | 
AIR. 
A Gan you ſay you love me. 
Charmer, I live agai 
None ever loy'd aboye me. 
None ſuffer'd greater Pain. 
But now my Fears are over. 
A Treaſure to recover 
Is ſweeter than to gain. 

Hold / tempt the Dead no more. ¶ She ſtarts ſudadenly. 
Liſo. Oh! you re not dead; but I with Pain am dying. 
Unleſs Heav'n my Joy reſtore, 

My Soul is flying. f 

No, che morta non ſei: 

Ma tu mi uvuoi far morir di tormento, 

Se non ceſſano ancor i ſdegni tuoi. 

Duo, or two Part Song. 

e IVE Oer, Charmer, give oer! 

Eur. Oh! grieve no more! Oh! grieve no 
Liſe. Forgive me. (more. 
Eur. I do. ; | | 
Liſo. Kind Heay'n, to relieve me, 

Your Peace muſt reſtore. Rs 

Give o'er, Charmer, give oer. 

Liſo. Pieta, cara, pietd. | 
Eur. Non piangere, no. = 


”—_ — H— - 
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Liſo. T' est. 
Eur. Lo, 50. ry 
Tutti due. Ma fida per ſempre queſt alma ſard. 
Eur. Ah! now with Envy burning, 
The Furies are returning. 
Liſo. Take, take me to your Arms. 
Now, now Pm ſafe from Harms. 
To Love a Right 1s given, 
Spight of infernal Foes, 
To ſhare the Joys of Heay'n. [ ZExennt. 
Vient fra le mie braccia, amata Eurilla; 
Che naſconder vogh io. | 
Tra le ombre dell' Inferno il Paradiſo. 


Enter Olindo. | 
Olin. Love, that falſe and wandring Light, 
&« Leads aſtray, then leaves in Night; 
6 So Liciſta, to deceive me, 
“ Brought me hither but to leave me, 
“ Yet. no Reaſon can retrieve me. 
AIX. |; | 
AIN is my Art, 
Loſt is my Heart. 
I draw the Dart in vain. 
Poor ſuffering Heart, oh bear jt. 
The more!] ſtrive to tear it, 
The greater is my Pain. 


“ She returns. Again I tremble. 
Heart, recover, or diſſemble. 


Eurer Liciſca. g 

Olin. I ſought Eurilla round the Plain. / 
Olindo's Care would be as vain, 
Should he ſeek your Love again. 
L. Hold, n Swain! 
Would you play the Fool again? 

ove I'll vary, or diſguiſe Aal. 
Hark! Flea « lively 2 A 
The Swains appear 
With the Fair, 
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Their Joys I'll ſhare. 
Love adieu, and welcome Pleaſure ! 


Enter Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, and others. who place 
themſelves on both ſides the Stage, the Inſtruments 
playing to em as they march, Olindo and Liciſca 
mix with em. DE : 

Olindo comes forwards, and ſings. 
AIR. 
Qu. Wang, wing the Day + 
With Songs and Dances! 

Cares fly away, 

When Sport advances. 

Let all be gay 

But while you play L706 

Beware of fatal Glances f — 

[ Looking towards Liciſca ſmiling. 
CHORUS of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 


Swains, wing the Day with Songs and Dances. 
Cares fly away, when Sport adyances. 
Let all be gay ; but while you play, 
Beware of fatal Glances. 


4 DANCE. 
Liciſca comes forwards, and ſings. 
AIR. 5 | 
Lic. Lr, diſcover no Sorrow 
Kind Fate may ſmile to Morrow, 
If you but ſmile to Day. 
Gay Folly may content us: 
Grave Humours but torment us. 


The happy are the gay. 
F T Looking towards Olindo ſmiling. 


A D ANCE. 
AIR. 
| Oln. N. O Sorrow we diſcover, 


When Beauty ſmiles, tis over. 
Alike we love and play. 


E 2 Fate 
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Fate may a · while ill-uſe us: 
But, what one Moment loſes, 


Another will repay. 
[ 3 on Liciſca, as if it were to 
AIR 


Lic.T YElights all around 
Smile on our Leiſure. 
Joys abound, | 
And know no Meaſure. 
So may Pleaſure, 
Ever ſporting, 
Grow tranſporting ! 
Like the Spring, Love ſmiles to bleſs us. 
Leſt it cloy, 
Change the Toy, 
New Sweets careſs us. 


CHORUS as before, ſome dancing at the ſame time. 


Swains, wing the Day with Songs and Dances. | 
Care fly away, where Sport adyances. 
Let all be gay; 


But while you p 
Beware of fatal . 


anſwer her. 


The End of the Second 4 CT. 


ACT 


Line's Triumph. 29 


ACT III. 
The SCENE à Grove. 


Enter Eurilla. | 


Eur. IS he then mine! and ſhall this Hour 
See us join'd, by Hymen's Pow 'r ! 
Oh" what Joys his Vows diſpence! 
I. doubt my weak revolving Senſe. 
Wild with Joy, as once with Grief, 
Sure Madneſs proyes its own Relicf, 
And I my ſelf deceive. 
Yet flatter on, dear waking Dream! 
Since you give Pleaſure in extream, 
Why ſhould I not believe. 
= = "I 
KI ND Hope, thou Dawn of Pleaſure, 
Ariſe! and return, IR 
With my Treaſure! ' 
| Ariſe and return.” 
Reviving and ſmilin 
My Sorrow ling), 
Allure me! 
Secure me! 
Oh! ſhould you deceive me, 
And leaye me, 
Too ſoon I may mourn. - 
Enter Olindo. 
Olin. Like me, Nymph, for bear to grieve! 
Falſe Li/o to Liciſca leave. 
He now 1nvites 
The Swains, to grace their Nuptial Rites. 
To be reveng d, let's only change our Chain. 
They moſt will loſe, when we cach other gain: 


Eur. Are you, Swain, | 


Very ſure of what you ſay? | Smill Y 
Olin. I know he welds to Day, L | wk 
And ſure tis the perjur'd Fair, to 


Hymen's 


— — 
r * 


30 Lowes Triumph. 
Hymen's Prieſt, 
The Bridal Feaſt, - 
Will ſoon attend em here. 
Then let us not delay. - a 
Eur. You're not fure of what ſay! 
Olin. Can vou, when diſdainꝰ 5 be Bay ? 
Eur. Go, Swain! your Liciſca ee! 
She may be more di{dain'd than we: 
But I can ne' er unconſtant be. | 
A IR. on 
oN Love has gain'd my Heart. ; BP 
= I burn, and bleſs the Smart; 
Never, never addreſs me. 
In vain you would poſleſs me. 
He reigns in ev'ry part. 
My Chains no more oppreſs me. 
Love guards me with his Dart. 
The 1 yrant has the Art | | 
With Pain to bleſs me. | [Ex. Euril. 
Olin. How my Flame with Hope returns! 
Im bleſt if Liſo for Eurilla burns. 
My Tyrant comes — I'll ſeem now to diſdain her; 
4 muſt fright her Pride, to gain her. | 
Enter Liciſca. it 
- Olindo advances, and ſings to her, ſmiling. 
I R. | 
Olin. AN Air, a Shape, a Face 
| A-while may charm me. 
But there's a nobler Grace 
That muſt diſarm me. 
From Beauty ſoon declin'd 
Love 1s removing. | 
But, nouriſh'd with the Mind, 
Lafts, ſtill improving. 
Lic. Well, Olindo! then you find 
Your lov'd Eurilla kind? ZR 
Olin. She's kind, where her Love is due; 
And muſt be happy; ſince ſhe's true. 
Had Liſo, Nymph, been fo with you? 
This Day they wed. 


Lic, 


Loder Iris. 


Lic. What dol hear! 
Oh! Deſpair! 
Does he leave me, 
And deceive me? 


AIX. 
Olin. NE wiſer! ne'er betray us, 
If you'll not be betray'd:. 


True Love repay ns, 
Or be with falſe repay 'd. 
My Heart true Paſſion prizes; 

But nobly Love deſpiſes, 

When made a common Trade. 

Bes „ Äͤtw„Umd . -:- 

If you'll not be betray' d. [ Exit Olindo. 

Lic. Be wiſer! ne er betray us, = 

If you'll not be betray'd! 
How inſulting grows a Lover, 
When his Rivals give over! 
Now I'm afraid 
1 neither ſhall recover. 

But he comes, the perjur*d Royer. 
Oh! now I feel, Olindo's Scorn reſenting, 

How Diſdain is tormenting, 

Enter Liſo. 

Liſo. Charming Lici ſca. | [Ts her. 
Jaga Liciſta. 

Lic. [ Aſide. | O my Heart! I am reviving, 
 Olindo may repent the Arts he try'd. 
Tho loy'd, tis dang'rous to provoke our Pride. 

Liſo, my Joy, e Life 
When kindly you're . 
Shall I be coy, 

Your tender Paſſion ſcorning? 1 

No. Let no more Diſdain our Hearts diſſever; 
But Love and Hymen join our Hands for ever. 

Liſo. Here is my Hand. 
Ecco la deftra. 

Lic. With mine my Heart I give you. 
No Pow'r but Death hall force my Soul to leaye you. 


Lifo, 


. Eo 
a * . LEY * N 
* 
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32 Des u. 
Liſo. But what will Eurilla fay, 
And ey'ry Nymph and Swain 


On your Arcadian Plain, 


Shou'd we thus our ſelves betray? 
Oh! the Thought I dread, I hate. 


Let me ſcape, cer 'tis too late! 


Ma Eurilla che dira ? 


Che dird tutta la noſtra Arcadia 


Di Liciſca e di Liſo? 
Dunque ſi penſi meglio. 
Lic. Oh! my Treaſure, you afright me. 


Let kinder Love to Joy invite me. 


AIX. 
21%. ARE not, oh! dare not talk of Love, 
| The Name offends me. 
Then hide it, or wiſely remove. 
Tho' my Heart ſhou'd approve, | . 
My Pride defends me. | [Evi Liſo. 
Tact! ne mi parlar d amor: 


bora non voglio. 


Le faci naſcondi del tuo cor. 
Ch'un tiranno roſſor 
Mi fa di ſcoglio. 3 3 
Lic. With my own Words derided! Left with Scorn ! 
Oh! how my Breaſt with raging Paſſion's torn ! 
Too late my Fault I mourn, 
Ye Pow'rs, relenting, 
Oh! puniſh me no more. 
While I my Fate deplore, 
| Too late repenting, t 
Each 1 is a Fury moſt tormenting. 
AIX. 


FOND Moments, falſe Pleaſure, 


Love Follies, vain Treaſure, C 
Ah! how dear you coſt ! 
A Trouble 
When taſted, 
A Bubble 
| | When waſted; 
A Pain when you're loſt. 


DF uno. 3 
Ne'er contented, 1 2 
Tormented, 
And toſt 5 


Or ſlighting, or flighted we're eroſt. [ Ex. Liciſea 
1 Enter Serpetta and Neralbo. 


Ner. OW, my Dear, 
N All is x Aa | 
And our Friends agree and join. 
Let me know, 
E'er I go, 
Muſt I hang, or are you mine ? 
Ker. Why fo faſt. 
Why in haſte? | 
Both, my Friend, may come at laſt. 
Ner. * me taſte, 
Or Pm caſt ! 
Better hang, than ever faſt- 
Loſe me not then by your Hate; 
Tho' tis true ] am not cruel. 
We love too ſoon, or you too late, 
When we'ye waſted all our Fuel. 


AIX. 
Kr. VO Urre fo pretty, 
Airy, witty, 
Twere a pity 
We d part. 
I cou'd love you, 
And approve you, 
Were ] ſure I had your Heart. 
But ſoon Cooling 
Follows fooling: 
Shou d you leave me, 
Or deceive me, | | 
For my Folly I ſhou'd ſmart. 
Ner. Stay! E'er you leave me; 
Hear, and believe me. — _. 
Cruel, ſince you'll not be mine, 
I'll go drown——my Love in Wine. > 


F AIX. 


—_— . -- 


34 
AIR. | 
O U ſcorn a tender Heart; 
Too ſoon you'll want it. 
You'll play the loving part 
When none will grant it. 
Soon you'll want it. 
None will grant it. 
Then wiſely be complying ; 
My Love no more denying. 
Let's uſe our Prime! 
Loſe no Time! 


Df {T11mpn. ..* 


Tis flying. 
Vou ſcorn a tender Heart, c. [ Going. 
Ser. Oh! Stay ! Thou ſhalt not hang — I wou'd re- 
ome; . 
But with fooling I might loſe thee. = 


Ner. As for hanging let that paſs! 
Did you think me ſuch an Aſs? — 
Enter Liſo and Eurilla | 
Ner. to Jer. But ſee Eurilla now her Love poſſeſſing! 
Long, happy Pair, enjoy, and prize your Bleſling ! 
| To them. 
Duo, or two Part Song. 


Liſo. HEN I am ranging, 
W Eur. When Lie changing, 
Both. May Lions prey on my Flock and my Heart ! 
Eur. With Love Il kindly chain you. 
We'll never, never part. 
Liſo. All poſſeſſing, when I gain you, 
Each Hour will Loye impart. 
Both. Tranſported, to obtain you, 
Ever join'd, 
Ever kind, 
I bleſs the Dart. 
Eur. Ch is non Pager: ! 
Liſo. C/o la tradiſca | 
Eur. & Liſ. Pria mi ſaeti, mi fulmini il ciel 
Eur. Porta nel volto vago 


L' Idea di fedelta. 


Lowe's Triumph. 
Liſo. Ne piu vezzoſa imago 
Amor formar non 54. 


E cede i ſuoi ſplendori 

Chi non ha il cor di gel. . 
Ner. I'm glad you ſo agree. | 

You're pleas'd, and fo are we. 2 

None grow ſo true in Love 

As we who us'd to rove. 

A- while abroad we taſte; 

But feaſt at home at laſt. 


Tutti due. 


Liſo. Now ready, by my Care, Wn, 
The Nuptial Pomp will ſoon attend my Fair. 
Sure the greateſt Glory's due, 
To grace the Triumph of a Love ſo true. 
Andiamo, cara Eurilla; | 
Dove ! Arcadia tutta | 
Con ſolita pompa vuol celebrar 
La tua coſtanza & vuole | 
Che ſi vegga in Trionfo oggi il mio ſole. 

Duo, or two Part Jong. 
Liſo. 8 ME, my Charmer, now to bleſs you 

Love and ymen ſhall combine. 

Eur. I am bleſt, ſince Love does preſs you, 
Charming Shepherd, to be mine. 

Liſo. Vieni, ò bella, vieni e godi 
Che ora & tempo di gioir. 

Eur. Fido il pie, ſido il cor mio, 
Caro ſpoſo, avrai con te. | 

Ser. There's more Pleaſure to poſſeſs you, 
Than our Neighbours have to join. 

Ner. I hope better to careſs you, 
Tho' my Courtſhip's not ſo fine. 

Lis. Come, my Charmer, now to bleſs you 

er.] Love and ymen ſhall combine. ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Liciſca. 
AIR. 


Lic. N E' E R complain, tho' ne'er contented, 
ä Hearts, who never Love obtain'd 
More ſeyerely we're tormented, | 
When we're loy'd, and en 
2 
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36 Love's Triumph. 


Neer complain, tho' ne er contented, 
Hearts, who never Love obtain'd. 


I hop'd by Liſo to recover 
Olindo, whom my Pride remoy'd. 
Oh! *cill I'd loſt that injur'd Lover, 
I ne'er knew how well I loy'd. 
Too late my Folly I diſcover, 
Let my Grief by Death be proy'd. 
Enter ſeveral Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, who croſs 
the Stage, ſinging and dancing. | | 
Chor. Love and Hymen are combining. 
Call all Nature to rejoice | 
And applaud the Lover's Choice. 
Ever ſhining, 
Still refining, 
Like the Sun the World adorning, 
May their Joys be ſtill returning. 
Love and Hymen are combining. 
Call all Nature to rejoice. 
[ Exeunt Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 
Liciſca alone. 
Lic. Ah! cruel Joy! Pm puniſh'd over Meaſure; 
With my Sorrow, and their Pleaſure. 
Oh break my Heart ! or eaſe me, Fate 
Olindos loſt: There's nothing now can pleaſe me, 
O Death, when Life I hate, 
Why ſo ſlow to caſe me? 
AIR. | 
HY vainly am I calling ! 
Slow Death III wait no more. 
I now am falling. 
Oh! cou'd he, whom I tormented, 
Know how I now repent it; 
How I my Fault deplore, 
I ſhou'd die contented. 
Why vainly am I calling ? 
Slow Death I'll wait no more. 
I now am falling. | Going. 


Enter 


Lowe's Triumph. 37 
Enter Olindo, who ſtops Liciſca, as ſhe is going to 
kill her ſelf. | * 
Olin. Oh, hold ! my Charmer ! Live, 
Or ſee Olindo die! 
Lic. When Life no Joy can give, 
Why ſhould yuu Death deny? * 


Olin. Oh! forgive a falſe Diſdain! 
Love but feign'd, your Heart to gain. 


Duo, or two Part Song, © | 
Ti. O H! No more with Love torment me! 
Olin. Charmer, why ſhould Love deſpair? 
Lic. ] deſpair. : F 
Olin. [ll eaſe your Care. 
Lic. Life, nor Reaſon, can content me. 
Olin. Death or Life with you III ſhare. 
Lic. Death or Madneſs are my Share. 
Olin. Life or Death with you I'll ſhare. 
Lic. No. Tho' your Lovel ever priz'd, 
I dare not claim it when deſpis d. 
Since, 1dly vain, your Heart too long I try'd, 
Death ſhall puniſh now my Pride. | | 
Olin. See me then firit puniſh here | Draws a Dagger. 
The Cauſe of your Deſpair ! | 
Lic. Oh, hold! Death I do not fear, 
; [ Runs to ſtop him. 


But I cannot bear it there. TEmbr , 
Olin. Oh, my Lite! my Soul! my Joy! acing her. 
Now with — — deep.“ . * 
AIR. 
Y Love, bags Creature, 
At laſt will gain. 
The Pleaſure's greater, 
The Joys are ſweeter, 


When rais'd by Pan. [Exeunt. 
Enter Neralbo and Scrpetta Hand in Hand. 
AIX. 


Ner. COME now, my Dear, be gay! 
C We're one, and all is __ 
To crown the Wedding-day, 
We'll have the Wedding- night. Ker. 
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38 Lowe's Triumph. 
Ser. I would be merry; but I can't. 


My Heart miſgives me Feel it pant. 
Ner. What more to cheer you can you want. 


AIR. 
Ser. VO U fay you love me——Do ! 
You pleaſe, and moye me——True. 
But prethee prove me——Do. 
Your Love is true. 
Never deceive me. 
All you have, give me——Do. 
Ever believe me——True. 
Ever believe me New, 
And then 'twill do. 
Ner. What greater Proof of Love can be, 
Unleſs I hang ?—I marry thee. 
But my Delight, 
Stay but till Night, 
Ill prove it o'er and oer. 
E'er nine Months pals, 
My pretty Laſs, 
Thou too may'ſt prove it more. 
Ser. Be ſure you do ! | 
For falſe or true, 
A Wife can quit your Score. oy 
Duo, or two Part Song. 
Ner. CErpetta ! 
Jer. Neralbo ! 
Ner. My Pleaſure! 
Ser. My Treaſure! | 
Both. For ever I'm thine. 
Ser. You warm me. 
| Ner. You charm me. 
Ser. You flatter. 
Both. No matter, no matter! 
Be worſe, or be better; 
We'll loye, and we'll join. [Exeunt. 
Enter Olindo, Liciſca and Lifo. 
Lic. Your Change is juſt : Then ſay no more, To Liſo. 
We enyy not your Choice. 
Olin. 


% Triumph. 39 


Ouin. Heay'n, with Liciſes, does my Joys reſtore. 
We all are happy, and will all rejoice. (To: Liſo. 


AIR. 


Li ſo. YE Loves and Pleafares, 
| Around us hoyer ! 
Laviſh your Treaſures ! 
Bleſs ey'ry Lover 
Alluring Graces, 
Soft moving Glances, 
Sweeter Embraces, 
Dear, dying Trances, 
Never be over. 


Kind Pair / Now all our Ills are paſt, 
TN [To Liciſca and Olindo. 
To a fond Lover 


Permit his eager Haſte / 
Ye envious Trees, then ner repine / 
No more my Charmer hide. 
Like Clouds, ye leafy Shades, divide, 
And let her Glory ſhine . 


In ſi bel giorno, 
Volan dl int orno, 
Ai noſtri cori, 
Gratie, ed amori. 
En elle ſelve, 
L'ifteſſe Belve 
Provan I ardori 
Di noi paſtori. 


Amici, e tempo omai 

Che, nel cielo 4 Arcadia, 

Spunto il mio Sol! vai * 1 far, 
Che il celate in ſeno, | 
Laſciate, cha i ſuot rai 

Si difondino in queſta 
Fortunata Forefta. 
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Ser. I would be merry; but I can't. 
My Heart miſgives me Feel it pant. 
Ner. What more to cheer you can you want. 


AIR. 
Ser, VO U fay you love me——Do ! 
You pleaſe, and move me True. 
But prethee prove me——Do. 
Your Love is true. 
Never deceive me. 
All you have, give me——Do. 
Ever believe me True. 
Ever believe me New, 
And then 'twill do. | 
Ner. What greater Proof of Love can be, 
Unleſs I hang ?—I marry thee. 
But my Delight, 
Stay but till Night, 
Ill prove it o'er and oer. 
E'er nine Months paſs, 
My pretty Laſs, 
Thou too may'ſt prove it more. 
Ser. Be ſure you do 
For falſe or true, 
A Wife can quit your Score. m1 


Duo, or two Part Song. 
Ner. CErpetta ! 
Ser. Neralbs ! 
lf Mer. My Pleaſure! 
Ser. My Treaſure! 
Al Both. For ever I'm thine. 

Jer. You warm me. 

 Ner. You charm me. 

Ser. You flatter. 

Both. No matter, no matter! 
Be worſe, or be better; 
We'll loye, and we'll join. [ Exennt. 

Enter Olindo, Liciſca and Liſo. 

Lic. Your Change is juſt : Then ſay no more, [Zo Liſo. 

We envy not your Choice. 
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Olin. 


% Triumph. 39 

Oui. Heay'n, with Litiſes, does my Joys reſtore. 

We all are happy, and will all rejoice. Dn Liſo. 
AIR. 


Liſs. YE Loves and Pleatures, 
| Around us hover! 
Laviſh your Treaſures ! 
Bleſs ev'ry Lover 
Alluring Graces, 
Soft moving Glances, 
Sweeter Embraces, 
Dear, dying Trances, 
Never be over. 


Kind, happy Pair Now all our Ills are 


paſt, 
[To Liciſca and Olindo. 
To a fond Lover 


Permit his eager Haſte / 
Ye envious Trees, then ne'er repine / 
No more my Charmer hide. 
Like Clouds, ye leafy Shades, diyide, 
And let her Glory ſhine 


In ſi bel giorno, 
Volan d intorno, 
Ai noſtri cori, 
Gratie, ed amori. 
En elle ſelve, 
Liſteſſe Belve 
Provan ardori 
Di noi paſtori. 


Amici, & tempo omai 
Che, nel cielo 4 Arcadia, 

Spunto il mio Sol! vai * invidi far 
Che il celate in ſeno, 

Laſciate, cha i ſuoi rai 
Si difondino in queſta 
Fortunata Forefpa. 
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| The SCENE wy t fouls Pint Cab. 
b- 3 in the middle of an Amphitheatre, ' adorn d "with 
| Myriles and various Garlands of Flowers, . "She 
2 is e e by Shepherds and Sbepberdeſes, who 
lo ſpread to the Front of the me" ; Ns and 
| | Sexperta with em. 


"The Inſtruments perform a nde to which fone of = 
the Shepherds, &c. dance. | 


Eur. Come, Liſo ! come, my Treafure, 10 IX: 
Dome, with that happy Pair! | 
With me the Honor ſhare, . 7 
That I. may fare the Pleafure: * 5d Priel 


Liſo, Olindo and Liciſca place themſelves on 1 4. 

|  phuthearre by. ne 

Duo, or two Part Song. 211 vn ere 1 
| | Ser. PL V, fond Loveis/ Fly 10 Plaue: 
YE Scize the Freafires or ot 18 & 
| | And enjoy. ol e Un . 

Ma hs Bleſling "| . 
AN 
2. "Lag NR 
ee 

| Ever thus your Hours 4 ig 4 Koz * 
ö Fly, fond Lovers! Fly to leaſure! 88 
„ J Toon 
N 5 | | Ling enjoy. 4 N ö We ww | ; 
YI A Grand DAN E ws 
| Grand C H O * U-S$. © 5 
1 True Love alone has real or. 
F True Love alone can never | e 
F Still brighter grows che Fire, j 
„ Still higher and higher. of | 
| | Still a piring. x „ 
1 Ne'er expiring, _ © +. e 
1 The heavnly Flame none can a bs 
4 True Love alone has real Joy. b Onijer 
in N 
13 r 
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